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" going to speak. Why this suspicion of me?" "Why I "because I know you to be an odious, abominable " creature, upon all subjects of this kind." This amicable quarrel was put an end to by Harriet, who, on a sudden, and with her usual vivacity, cried out, " I am " sure I have it now, and can tell you exactly what "people of fashion are: they are just the reverse of "your odd peopled "Very possible, madam," answered Manly, " and therefore I could wish that you "would give yourself the trouble of defining odd "people; and so, by the rule of contraries, help us to " a true notion of people of fashion" " Ay, that I "can very easily do," said Harriet. "In the first " place, your odd people are those that one never lets " in, unless one is at home to the whole town." " A "little more particular, dear Harriet," interrupted Manly. " So I will," said Harriet, " for I hate them " all. There are several sorts of them. Your prudes, " for instance, who respect and value themselves upon " the unblemished purity of their characters; who rail " at the indecency of the times, censure the most inno-" cent freedoms, and suspect the Lord knows what, if "they do but observe a close and familiar whisper " between a man and a woman, in a remote corner of " the room. There are, besides, a sober, formal, sort " of married women, insipid creatures, who lead do-" mestic lives, and who can be merry, as they think, " at home, with their own and their husband's rela-" tions, particularly at Christmas. Like turtles, they " are true and tender to their lawful mates, and breed " like rabbits, to beggar and perpetuate their families. " These are very odd women, to be sure; but deliver " me from your severe and august dowagers, who are